tired faced, to bed. And it was Baralys | come back.” sbe murmured then. “Just | lay and the rest of them were so keen S000000080000000 0000000000 ment the sitting began until 1t ended
T o 0 | taith which ontiasted the sewre which | 48 you—you sad you would” S8 1, 44 T Inliove 1t o1, even though | $ ° S |And when sbe had fuished and be
followed. Sbe never weakened in her | The remark was barely lond enough | I bave seen Eillott's engineer and ® | woked st the result of her work he
’ bellef that some day the bay would | for even Bteve to hear, hut hard npon | know what he has already accomplish- : al“ : said to Ber:

en come back—sbe and one other whose | I8 Utterance she caught ber breath in | ed. That track’ll never go through on | 8 S| “It In excellent, but 1 think you can

futth in his Iast boyleh promise, phras | Suger at borself for her own senseloss | achedule—and that's why I'm up here | o ® [do better. Try again tomorrow.”
el In Dbitterness, also endured. For | confusion, which had led her into say- | for the winter. it's going to be a hot b 2| When Mme, Castelleux was told that
COmeB‘c during the pext fve years there was | IBg the one thing she least of all bad | Mtle race against time, with some mil- | o e o |another sitting was to be granted the
not & summer which brought Alllson | Wanted te volce. Hven an inane re- | Homs for a purse. 1)) break the Bast | @ o | #in the next day sbe took fright at
into the hille but what the first ques | Mark concerning the westber would | Const company if he fails, and"—bis | o ® | once, for Gaston told ber that 1t was
tion of his daughter Barbara, mother. [ bave been betier than that girlish | valce became oddly Intense—"and | | S = o | Do who bad suggested this. But Gas.
o ou less now herself, was of Steve. paivets which she feit seemed to force | tell you oagain that it—can't—be- | g w ® ton had always been mccustomed to
“flae—han Btaphen come back?' she | Upon him, too, s recollection of the | dome!™ glt uTooE:presslveg-.u..m.mm.m.uwn
naked Invariably. very letter of a promise which bad, no Alllson Iny back In his chalr and & FOI' mNm m & (mother saw plainly that bher son waa
By LARRY EVANS At first the query was marked by |doubt, long since become in his mind | breathed deeply. slowly, and Mis Sa- | $ S | talling 1o love with a peasant gir), ahe
Asthor of nothing more than a child’s nalve nothing but a quaint eplsode not un | rah appeared that moment in the door- @ Sn—— ® could do nothing to prevent It She
“Gase 1o Brery Moa® gerness, and Inter .y..umm.z. tinged with absurdity. way, pinker of cheek and more tremu- | § By F. A. MITCHEL ® |began to regret that she had brought

up In & casual, by the way fashion, it | “Hummm! puffed Alllson. “Hom | lous of lip than her brother had ever | ® @ [about this 11 fated competition.

was, nevertheless, tinged with bops | W[ He spoke directly to Stephen |seen her before. She dropped .mhu‘.“"“"“"““"“"“' At the next sitting Clochette 434 im-
' Q.D Five years lengthened Into ten. and | O'Mam, who half torned bis head at | an old fashloned courtesy, which was prove on what she had done the day
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OR a week and more Oaleb
| Hunter scoured the surround.
ing eountry. He whipped over
the hills In every direction,

designnted as “up river.
He spent a week in the saddle before

be located the eabin of the Jemkinses
in an isolated clearing upon the main |
' branch of the river. And even then,
when be did locate the Jenkinses, it
took hours of quiet argument before
Caleb could convince those shy and

suspicious people that his errand was |

an honest one. Eventually they did
come to believe him. They led him
afoot another balf mile up the timber
fringed stream to a log cabin set back
in the balsams upon a needle carpstad
knoll. And they stood and stared In
stolld wonder at this portly man In
riding breeches and leather pullces
when be fnally emerged from that
small shack, O Tom's tin box under
his nrm, and with lips working strange-
Iy plnned the door shut behind him,
Caleb left In the Ump Angers of the
bead of the Jenkine' housebold a yel
low tinted pote of a denomination

el. He left them half doubting e
genuineness until later when there
1 cAme an unity to spend It. And
Earnh was ting at the door of the
white place on the hill when Caleb

which they had not even known exist. }

when she flawt appeared to the boy,
Then came & morning when Stephen
O'Mara 4id refurn.  All Winter and
throughout the summer, too, the Hun.
ter place bad been closed untll that
day in iate October. It had been a
warm week—a week of such unseason-
able bumidity for the hills that Caleb.
rising somewhat before his usual hour,
bad blamed his sleeplessness, an usual
upon the weather. He was giad to be
home again that morning. Caleb was
wondering if Barbara would be with

| ber father on this trip. Barbara bad,

he knew, been two years on the contl
pent, “foishing.” Alllson called It al
ways with a wry face and a gesture
toward his wallet pocket. He was
wondering as he came down the stalrs
if she would ask him again if—if—and
then at the sight of & wseated Agure
outside on the top step of the veranda
he pulled up sharp in the doorway.

Caleb didn't bhave to wonder any
longer.

The attitude of that figure before
him wans so like the picture which time
had been unable to erase, so absolute
Iy identical In everything save garb
and size alone, that the man, recolling
a little, dragged one band across his
| forehead ax though he doubted his own
| eves. But when he looked ngaln It
| was still there, sitting chin in palm,
small bhead under a rather weather
| beaten felt hat thrust sightly forward,

gazing fxedly toward the stoego house
| boyond the shrubbery. And before
| Caleb could move, before he was more
| than half aware of the paluful pulse
| tn his throat, it all bappened again just

as it had happensd years and years
| before. J
| Caleb heard volces in the adjoining
| grognds, and as be bhalf tumed in, that

| direction Alilson's bulky form, vivid in |

a far more vivid plaid, appeared in the
| hedge gap. While Caleb stared anoth-
er fgure Mashed through nhead of him,

| a-tip-toe to wave a hand ln greeting
And instantly, as they had ten years
before, Barbara Allison’s eyes swung
| in Instant scrutiny of the one who was
| seated at Caleb’'s feet. She hesitated
| mnd recovered herself. But when with

inughter upon her lps, and paused |

the first heavily facetioun syilnble, “So
you did get my message, eh? [ rather
thought that It wouldn't resch you up

of roguery. “Well, from what I've
heard,” he stated, “and what I've® * ¢
seen, | should say that you are my
man O'Marn. Mr. Elllott himself has
{nformed me that your quite spectacu-
lar success In one or two vital cam-
palgns hns been entirely due to the
fact that you are an—er—opportunist!
I ngree with Mr. Eljott absolutely—
that s, If my first premise Is correct”
I Barbara's face had cooled a little tn
that moment since Steve's eyes had
left her face. Now she forgot ber
| confusion—forgot 1o be apnoyed, even
| &t her father's clumsy banter.
“Your man, O'Mara!™ she exciaimed

indignantly. *“Your man! Why, bhe— |
|h‘l my”— And that was as far as
she went.

Her volce thinned into nothingness,

| elther Caleb or Steve that she bad
| been about to assert a prior claim
which dated back years and years.

“I bave always insisted to Mr. El-
lott,” Steve sald, “that the solution of
all the difficulties, which he chooses to
view as gloriously romantic tilts with
Destiny, depends one balf upon k
and the other half on belng on
ground personally when the—affalr—
starts” He half faced toward Allison.
“I am O'Mara,” he fnished very brief-
Iy: “your man, O'Mara—If you happen
| to be the East Const Development and
| Timber company.”

There was AL most no more than the
barest suggestion of It In Steve's crisp
question, but Caleb sensed Immediate-
Iy that Allilson's placid appropriation
of the blue flannel shirted one as his
own particular property was not a mu-
tually accepted statns. Dexter, how-
| ever, falled or chose to read nothing
in the drawling question.

“I'm it.” be agreed jovially—"that is,
1 and two or three others. including
Mr. Ellott. our esteemed president.
I've heard much of you, Mr. O'Mara.
I've looked forward to this meeting,”
he added as he shook hands. *“Now |

but words were not necessary to tell

an exceadingly frivolous performancn
for Sarah,

“Breakfast |s werved, Cal,” she fairly
chortled, “and there are two very bum-
ary children toside.”

(To be continued)

A BETTER DAY DAWNING FOR
BLEEDING MEXICO
Long-time Resident Sees Great Hope

Ahead — Organized  Opposition

Practically at an End—Bandits

Rounded up or Forced to Cover—

Railway Service Normal-—Elec-

tions Soon to be Held—Pressing

Public Education — The People

Eager for Christian Leadership.

By Southern News Missionary Bu-

reau.

Nashville, Tenn—(Bpecial Corre-
spondence. —Dr. G. B, Winton, of
[ this city, for many vears a resident
of Mexieo, the author of 53 widely-
read book, “Mexico Today,” and an

llll(lu-rll} on Mexican matters, de-
clares that present conditions in
tha! country are much more hope-

ful than = generally believed,

“There is now practically no or-
ganieedd opposition to the de facto
governmeat,” he said when asked
for a stalement,

“Yilla had been defeated and
foreed into” the mountains of Chi-
huahua even befors Carranza’s rec-
vgnition by the United States. The
same 1= rue of Zapata, who is in
hiding in the all but inpenetrable
mountains, nobody knows exactly
where. He cannot easily be cap-
tured, but, on the other hand, he
|ean do no great harm,
| “My_daily paper arrives regularly
from Mexico Cily, showing that
train service is practically normal.
From it [ learn that municipal elee-
Liem= are Lo be held thronghout Mex-
ito 0 September, and that the gov-
ernors of states, nearly all voung
and progressive men, are laking
special paing o guarantee freedom

want to tell you that | am proud to|°f the ballot and fair elections. A
know you. And se you didn't get my | COnstitutional convention will next

wheeled Into the yard at dusk two
days later,

“Yon've found him!™ she excin
as she glimpsed his fuce when he en-
tered the hall

Caleb shook his head, his beart ach- |
fug at the hunger in her question. |

“No, 1 haven't found him, Sarah.” | ber bead with a
be sald geutly enough. “But I—I've Dosity which she had never lost
found out who he in" weemed completely oblivious to the

They forgot thelr supper that night. | presence of any one save Caleb and
With hoads close together they hung | berself.
for hours over the Ink smeared sheaf

quite dignified dellberation she fOnally
fmed | CHIN® forward to pass that motionless

| her body was beatlng consclousness of
his nearmess. And yet at that when
she puused at Calel's side and bobbed
charncteristlc lmpet-

““ of papers which the tin box ylelded | mured very demurely.

up. Most of them were covered with | Them the man upon the steps moved
8 cramped aud misspelled handwriting | e rose and torned and swept bis

message, after all ™

| I had to come down river yester-

figure npon the steps every pulse in | day,"” Steve explained. “Your telegram | oloctjons will e held.

| found me here, and | walted over un
‘ til this morning, as you suggested.”
“Sprely—surely! [ see—1 see!™ Al
lison emphasized his comprehension.

she | “Not that it was anything of vital im- |

| portauce. 1 just wanted a short con-
ference with you, that was all.”
“Would you—wonld you mind finding

“Good moming, Uncle OaL” she mur | Miss Sarah, Steve?” Caled nsked |, o100 aducated,

| “Will you tell her, please, that we are
to be subjected to another—neighborly
Imposition ™ _

be called te revise the federal con-
sUtution, and after that national
In the mean-
‘!um-. federal ecourts, district and
cireuit, have already been estab-
hshed throughout the country.
“The matter of public education
| ia being pressed.  In Mexico City
{and the federal territories this work
[1s In charge of Prof. Andres Osuna,
thoroly equip-
Christian gentleman, well
known in the United States, having

.|sl'||

which they knew must be that of the
one whom Steve had ealled “Old Tom.”
Bome of them were hard to decipher, |
but thelr lmport was very, very clear. |

There was one pleture, a minlature

rather weather beaten hat from his
head. His balr was still wavy, still
chestnut in the shadows. And Caleb,
though be could pot force a word from
| his tightened throat. marveled how tall

Allison shook his bead and led the | for several years been u resident of
way to a chalr, “1 dMn't know that Lhis country.  Like a greal many
you were mcqualnted with bim, Cal.  others of Mexico's reform leaders,
Have you known him long?” [Osuna is a product of Christian mis-

“Um-m-m—yes!" Caleb weighed his ., .. vow (hat the eivil war in

of Irl, © of face and wavy of  the boy had grown—how paradoxically | reply. *“Quite some time, I think |, . . ==
bair, Her relationsuip to the boy was | broad of oulder and siender of body | might say.” g 2 oo el g g
unmistakabie. Sarab found that and be seemed to be He shook with scarcely suppressed sariy it . : l" . k7 Il way
wept over it slleutly, nnd while she f Dexter Allison, coming up less alrlly | langhter, but Alllson ignored his sense- | arly adjustsuent, I helieve missions
wept Caleb sifted out tbe remaiming across the lawn, surprised his davgh | less mirth {will have a better opportunity in
loose sheets. | ter potsed with one hand .—_.uutm.r-h.d,l “1'd ke to claim that boy as my ll;;ai‘lmunlr_\ than ever before. The

“It’s not hard to understand now, is | Ped lips balf open. He found her star- | owp discovery,” be avowed, “but 1| people are hungry for enlighten-
Y be wald. “It's pretty plaln pow  Ing velvet eyed and plok of face, at o | can't. not without fear of successful pent, mental and moral”

why be had to go. And we, Barah—we | tall 8gure in blue Gannel and cordu- | contradiction on Ellott’s part. And In

who were golog to ‘make something
of him'—why, we should have kuown f
absolutely without this evidence. They
lasughed at him, they made fun of him, |
and there lan't auy better blood than |
flows In that boy's velns! e was |
Stephen O'Mara’s som, and ne more |
brilllant barrister than O'Mara ever
addressed a jury of a prisonet’s peers
{ﬁu&—ud broke thelr very hearts with [
the simplicity of bis pleading.”
Barah folded bher thin hands over the |
woman's pleture.
l “1 lilh his mother's face.” she mur-
mured faintly. “And I'm jealous of
| her, Cal! You don't have to remind
[ me of the rest of it, either, for | re
call it mll. Bhe died and he—he went
all to pleces. They sald at his death
that be was destitute. And when be
did follow ber—across=—they bunted
everywhere, didn't they, and never

g

¥

polut of service it lsn't falr to eall him
| a boy, elther. though 1 suppose both
| of us are old enough to be his father.
| He's Elllott’s find. Elllott suggested
! him an the one man for this job when
|1 consolidated with the Alnnesley
| erowd and they took up the contract
| to mmove the reserve timber from Thir-
| ty Mile nhd the valleys above. Ellfott
| knew of him, but I've been looking up
his record pretty closely since he took
hold fn earnest.

“He's In his twentles, as near o8 |
can make out, but he's come throngh
on one of two jobs that might well
make an old campalgner envions. He
took & fortune In hard wols ont of
San Domingo for a Berlin concern: he
was the only man on the St. Sebastian
river job who sald the construction
was too light. He sald it wouldn't
stand when the ice began to move in
the spring. and it didn’t! Ob, be knows
his business! But it wasu't hls soc-
cesses which esught Elllott's eye. It's
the way bhe has falled a couple of times,
fighting right back to the last ditch,
and fghting and fighting, when all the
rest had quit, that made me anxzious
to get & look at him. Perhaps there
are clder wen who can outfigure him

geners]l he stands slone. He can ban-
dle men. And when it comes to meet-
ing conditions just as they arise El
Hott says he's 8 wonder. He can out-
guess dear old Mother Nature herself.
“That's why the Eust Coast company
brought blm up bere to bulld its bit
of road,” he went on slowly. “They've

THE NEED OF WORKERS IN
MEXICO
[ CIf there ever was a time when
the truths of Christinnity veeded to
b sel before the Mexican people it
is now,” writes a Presbyterian mis-
sionary (o Mexico,

“Su by precept and example we
expeet W keep on in the work until
cireumslaness forve yg (o leave, and
I am hoping that hour will not come.

“send us peinforeements. There
Lis tio use Lo wait for calm in Mex-
There are certainly a halfl doz-
(en valiant souls who would be glad
Lo carry the ‘faith of our fathers'

into Mexieo.

“High prices, low wages and de-
| preciated gurrency make untold suf-
| fering even to-day, and there is lit-
[the hope in sight.  But adversily
wukes the heart tender and easy of
The Presbylerian Church is
nol yel doing anything like its share
of the work to be done in Mexico,

“If you call for recruits for Mex-
ico they'll come a8 they came for

China, as they always have come
when the eall was made with no un-
certain sound.”

| e,

A ess,

] Far back in the days when the king
‘of England claimed to be king of
France, and when as a consequence the
 Freuch and the English were at con-
| ioua) warfare, there Hved on French
|.ull In what Is now the department of
| Mayenne a gentleman and his wife of
| the name of Castilleus. There was born
| to this couple a son who from his earil
|el'tlnl"|wyml very beautiful child.
Even when he was between one and
two years old he atiracted the atten-
tion of all who saw him. His most
 noticenble feature was a palr of large
" expressive eyes of heaven's own blue
In those days artists were painting
, pictures of the Madonna and child, and
| for many wuch studies Httle Gaston
Castilleux served as a model
|  When Gaston was fourteen years old
' be was out hunting one day with a
party of boys, and one of his compan-
lons, seelug his brown doublet through
& break In the leaves of the trees, mis
took It for a deer and let iy an arrow,
which struck Gaston in ane of his eyes.
Bo severe was the wound that the sur-
geon who aitended him decided the eye
must be taken out,
| Grest was the grief of the boy's par-
ents at having the beauty of thelr son
thus marred, Until the wound had
healed he wore over the place where
the eye had been a patch. Then his
mother bethought berself of providing
an artificial eye for her darling. That
was a time before the remarkable work
in glass and pottery of the present day
bad been achieved, and the only way
to procure a glass eye was to have the
glass molded or ground in proper shape
sud painted. Indeed, there was an ad-
wvantage in this hecause an artist could
the better match the real eye
Mme. Castillens announced that she
would give a prize of a thousand louls
d'or for the best coloring of a glass eye
for her son. Artlsts were as poor in
those days as they are now, and there
were & great many of them competing
for the public favor. Such a prize was
coveted, and artists came from far and
near to compete for it. There were so
many of them that only those who had
achleved a name were granted a sit-
ting, for of course the object was to
reproduce the real eye.
Among the throng of men who ap-
plied for permission to compete for the
prize was s girl In the gurb of & peas-
ant. In those days women @id not do
men's work, and painting was consid-
ered a man's profession. Furthermore,
the peasant girl could pot clalm to
bave achieved any reputation as an
artist. Mme. Castilleux was about to
send her away when Gaston came into
the room where his mother was recelv.
ing eandidates, Whether it was dis-
tress st the marring of such beauty or
pity for bim or some other reason, the
malden gave him a look so full of sym-
pathy that he was determined she
should compete for the prize. Turning
to his mother, he expressed his desire.
Mme. Castilleux was much concerned
st this, for she had always been care
ful to keep her son from falling under
the influence of any woman except of
high rank, since she feared a misal-
lance. Besides, under the course peas-
ant's garh the girl wore was a rare
beauty, The mother took her son aside
and protested against a woman, one of
such low degree and of no artistie rep-
utation, being permitted to compete for
the prize, but falled to move him, and
the girl was accepted ns a competitor.
Her name was entered on the list as
Clochette Boyer, and since sittings
were given in order of application and
Clochette was the last accepted she
was to be assigned the last sitting.

Ten artists were to compete for the |

prize, and Mme, Castilleux chose three
experts to award the prise, reserving
the right, if she differed with them, to
buy the work of any other artlst
Though the sittiugs were not usually
very long, Gaston tired at haviog to
g through the process so many times.
Then, too, several artists made two
or three different attempts—they were
pot lmited in this respect—and by the
time the last competitor's turn came
the subject was tired out. Of the ear.
Her efforts the Arst was the best. Aft-
er that Gaston began o weary and
showed hils weariness in the eye that
was serving for a model, so that every
attempt showed o more worn expres-
slon than the one before, Esrange to
say, the ninth was the best of all
The truth Is Gaston was enduring all
thess tiresowe sittings walting tor the
peasant girl (o try ber band. At the

niuth sitting be was bappy I the |

thought that the stralu was pearly
over and at the next he would have
the compaulonship of the girl who had
given him that welcowe look of symw-
pathy.

At last Clochette appeared with ber
brusbes and palette. The change In
Gaston's expression was marvelous
He forgot his weariness; he forgot his
misfortune in the luss of his eye; he

before. Gaston was mueh pleased with
the resuit of his suggestion and told
her that be wished her to try every
day untfl it became evident that she
could do no better. When he Inform-
ed his mother of this the poor womas
}m In despair. Bhe bad seen her son's
beauty marred: now she saw him pass
ing Info an Infatuation for a peasant
girk. Knowing his strong will, she felt
sure that a second misfortune no less
to be dreaded than the first would be-
fall him and his family.

Clochette palnted a new eye every
day, and every eye was befter than
the last. When Gaston was as much
in love as it was possible for him to be
there was no improvement in the work,
.:;:. told his mother that be was sat-

Then came the Inspection of (he
work by the experta. Gaston was re
quired to hold the artificial eyes In
turn beside his real eye, begloning
with the first eye painted. As he went
down the lst a tired expression ap-
peared and Increased untll the ninth
eye was reached, which showed an ex-
pression of rellef. None of the eyes
was satisfactory for this reason and
one other. In Gaston's eye there was
no tired look to mateh that in the artl
ficlal eye. Indeed, not one of the
painted eyes was satiafactory.

Gaston, who regarded all this as pre-
Hminary to the remarkable work done
by Clochette, was tmpatient to show
the experts what she had accomplish-
ed. Clochette was present and as eager
as he for the exhibition of the eye
which she and Gaston had selected to
compete for the award. Gaston at last
was permitted to bold the eye next his
own. A singular expression came over
the faces of those who looked at him.
While the paiuted eye expressed the
quintessence of love, his real eye ex-
pressed triumph. The auvdience began
| to laugh when Clochette, seelng what
| nelther she nor Gaston had seen be-
fore, attracted his attention to her-
self. Instantly the real eye as well as
the false one looked love.

There I8 no expression in the human

face that is more engaging than love.
i?orthotime being at least Clochette's

work was a marvelons success. The
| two eyes matched not only in color,
|but in expression. The peasant's
Iwrt. therefore, was the best, and the

bhad no cholee but to award
| her the prise. What was the astonish-
ment of all when she declined to re-
celve it, but expressed a wish that it
should be given to one of the com-
petitors, who was starving. - When
Gaston found that be could not per-
, suade her to take It herself he respect-
| ed her wish, and the money was given
as she had indicated.

Then Clochette withdrew.

Gaston spent a month of misery try-
ing to forget the peasant girl whom be
loved, but whom it was not meet that
he should marry. At last he counld
stand it no longer; he must at least
have one more sight of her. He In-
quired amoug the neighbors as to
| where she Nved, but none of them
| could inform him. Mounting his horse,
| be set oot to look for her. He did not
| ind ber.

Now and again for weeks he went
in quest of the girl he loved. always to
return disappolnted. One day be stop-
ped at a chateau to ask for a little re-
freshment. A lady advanced to meet
,bim who filled him with astonlshment.
Bhe was Clochette,

And Clochette was as much surprised
to sce Gaston as he was to see Dber
They stood looking at each other for
a time; then the girl's face broke luto
a smile
“1 bad seen you,, she explained after
'the first greetings, “and, having a taste
for art, when | heard of the prize of-
fered | wished to compets for it. Not

wishing to do so as myself, [ adopted
the garb of a peasant.”

“And why did you desire to help me?
You would not accept the prize after
you bad won it"

A blush told the story far more ef-
fectively than words.

When Gaston returned to his home
aod apnounced to his mother that the
| peasant competitor for her prize wans a
|lady and lived 1n a chatesu Mme. Cas-
tilleux was as much astonished as he
‘had been, Not only was she astouish.
ed, but relleved. She had noticed her
son's dejection and helleved that soon.
er or later he would find Clochette
Now she was not only pleased that be
had found his love, but was not averse
| to the two making a match.

Marringe, especially in high fe, in
those days was arranged by the par
ents of the centracting parties, One
+day M, Castilleux drove up in his
roach to the chateau of M, Latrobe
and asked for the band of his daugh-
ter, whose real name was Loulse, for




